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of a tax-gatherer. As she had the means neither
to satisfy the tax nor to discharge the clues, the
powerful Mandarin before whom she had been

*ealled ordered all her possessions to be seized, and
that she should then be burned within her hut as
a warning to others. This was the act of justice
being carried out, and even as Weng heard the
tale the Mandarin in question drew near, carried
in his state chair to satisfy his eyes that his
authority was scrupulously maintained. All those
villagers who had not drawn off unseen at once
fell upon their faces, so that Weng alone remained
standing, doubtful what course to take.
"Ill-nurtured dog!" exclaimed the Mandarin,

, stepping up to him, "prostrate yourself! Do you
not know that I am of the Sapphire Button, and
have fivescore bowmen at my yamen, ready to
do my word?" And he struck the youth across
the face with a jewelled rod.

"I have only one sword, but it is in my hand,''
cried Weng, reckless beneath the blow, and draw-
ing it he at one stroke cut down the Mandarin
before any could raise a hand. Then breaking
in the door of the hovel he would have saved the
woman, but it was too late, so he took the head
and body and threw them into the fire, saying:
"There, Mandarin, follow to secure justice. They
shall not bear witness against you Up There in
your absence."

The chair - carriers had fled in terror, but the
villagers murmured against Weng as he passed
through them. "It was a small thing that one
house and one person should be burned; now,
through this, the whole village will assuredly be
consumed. He was a high official and visited
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